NIEMPSOR KAR

battle, they ran together to meet him, and cry 'Father!'
and clamour to be taken up on his horse.

By and bye Tibar's mother died, and they all three
stood crying beside her pyre, the children each with
one hand in the man's. After that for years there was
no woman to take her place, and Niempsor Kar had
Tibar and Lallek all to himself. He taught them both
alike, to ride, and shoot with the bow, to have a ready
hand for sword or javelin, to go without food for days,
to march bare-footed carrying packs, to watch the
country they passed through, and all the things that a
soldier needs to know. Tibar, being the elder, was
the better in most things, but Lallek had as much
endurance as he, and hated being beaten. She was
nearly as tall as the boy, and more heavily made; her
hair was fair and straight, while his was dark and
curly. She dressed boy-like always, with boots of
embroidered leather, and linen trousers and coat,
belted for sword and quiver.

They had happy days, those three. For a year there
had been no war, and Niempsor Kar stayed at home
for the most part, and watched the two young things
growing strong and beautiful and always fuller of life.
And the soldiers and the folk of the villages saw them
passing and felt they were a crown for the land, and
many were the stories told about them round the
boundary trees at evening.

For Niempsor Kar was a good man and much loved;
he had never led his armies except to victory, yet, for
all that, he did not oppress those under him and he